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Th Trumpets found. Dumbe fhow followes. 

Enter a King and a OucencT e Queen e embracing him, and he her he 
takes her vp, and decltnesTsis head vppon her necke,he lies him downe vp. 
ton a bancke of flowers, (he feeing him a JleepeJeaues him : awn comes m 
an ether man, takes off his crowns, kjfjes U, pours pay fn in the Jleepers 
cares, andteauis him: the Queen c retnrr.es, finds the King dead, makes 
vaffionate aflion,ths poyfoner with flows three or foure comes in againe, 
feeme to condole with her, the dead body is carried away fht poifoner wees 
the Queen e with gifts, fhe flsemes harfh awhile but tn the end accepts lone. 

Oph. What mcancs tins my lord? 

Ham. Marry tis munching Afal/tco,u meanes miichicfc. 

’ Oph. Belike thisfhow imports the argument of the piay . 

Warn. We fhall know by this fellow. Enter prologue, 

The players cannot keepe they’letcll all. 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this ibow meant i 
H am. I or any fliow that you will (how him, be not yoti afiiamd 
to fhow* heele not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph . You are naught, you at c naught, Uemarke the play. 

P rologue. For vs and (or our Tragedie, 

Hecre Hooping to your clcmcncie. 

We bc<™ c your hearing patiently. 

Hans’. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a ling ? • 

Ophe. TisbreefemyLord. * ys» cijprtW Mf- 

Ham. As womans louc. gu’rl-.- A 

Enter King cnd Queene, 

King. Full thirty times hath P£a?'«rCait gone round 
jVeptunes fait wadi, and Ttllus orb d the ground, 'c>J 
And thirty dolen moones with borrowed fheene 

About the world bane times twelue thirties beene .• 

Since louc our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuail in mofHacred bands. 

Qnee. So many iourBeycamay the Sunnc and Moonc 
Make vs agdlnecount ore ere lourbcc doonc, 

But woe is me you are foficke of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from your former ftate. 

That I diftruft you, yet though 1 diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 
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ft title ofDemutrke, 

For women feare too much,euen as they louc, ^ 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity, 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity, 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my louc is ciz’lt,my feare is fo, , 

Where loue is great,thclitlcft douots are feare. 

Where little feares gro w great.grcatlouc growes there. 

King. Faith I mud leaue thee louc,and ftfordy to. 

My operant powers their functions leaue to do. 

And thou (halt liiic in this fare worldbehincj, 

Honord,belou’d,and haply one as kind, odlvdj sit. 

For husband flialt thou. .. . . 

Qnee. O confound the reft. « ... 

Such loue mull needei be treafon in my bred, . 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, _ v - ‘ n i 51-5 rI _, , 

None wed the fecond,but who kild the firft. Him* That q 

' The inftances that fecond marriage mouc ■wormwood. 

Are bale refpefls of thrift.but none of louc, 

Afecond tiinc I kill my Husband dead. 

When fecond husband kiflcs me in bed. 

King. I doe beleeuc you thinke what now you fpfcake, 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake* 

Purpole is but the flaue to memory, 

Ofviolcntbirthjbutpoorc validity, ' 

Which now the fruite vriripe fficks on J fbe t'^te, ' 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow bee. 

Mod neceflary tis that we forget 
Topayourfeltics what to our l’elues is deb:, 

What to ourlelijes' fripaflion we propofcj 
Thcpadion cnding,dothche purpofclofc. 

The violence of cicher,griefe, orioy. 

Their bwnc ennadfutes withthemfelues deflroy. 

Where ioy mod reuels,griefc doth moll lament, 

Grecfe ioy , ioy griefes,on flcnder acccdcnt. 

This world is not for aye.nor tis not Hrangc, 

Thateuen ourloues fhoubl with our fortunes change. 

For tis a qucPion left vs yet to p roue. 

Whether iouc lead fortune,or elfc fortune louc. 

The great man downe, you markc his fauouritc flics, 
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